
The 7 ragcdie of Richard D.of 

But all to vain?, they had no hearts to fight, 

Nor we in them no hope to win the day , 

So that we fled. The King vnto die Queene, 

Lord George your brother,A7(?^/^and my (clfe. 

In haft,polt halt, are come to ioyne widi you. 

For in the marches heere we heard you were. 

Making an other head, to fight againe. 

Edto. Thankes gentle Warwicks, 

How farre hence is the Duke widi his power? 

A nd when came (jeorge from Burgundie to England? 

War . Some flue miles off the Duke is with his power: 
But as for your brother, he vvas lately Tent ' 

From your kind Aunt^Dutches of Burgundie, 

With aide of fouldiers gainft this needfull warre. 

Rich, T vvas ods belike when valient Warwick? fled. 
Oft haue I heard thy praifes in purfute, 

But nere till now, thy fcandall ofretirc. * 

War, Nor now, my fcandall Richard y do({ thouhearc? 
For diou fhalc knowe that this right hand of mine. 

Can pluck the Diadern from faint Henries head, 

And wring the awfull icepterfrom hisfifh 
Were he as famous and as bold in warre. 

As he isfamde for mildncilc,peace,and praier. 

Rich* I know it well Lord Warwick ?^ blame me not, 

T was loue I bare thy glories, made me fpeako, 

But in this troublous timejwhacs to be done? 

Shali we goe throw away our coates of fteele? 

And clad our bodies in blackmourning gownes* 
Numbring our ^Aucmanes with our beades? 

Or /hall we on the helmets of our foes, 

T ell our deuotion^widi reuengfull armes? 

If for the Iafl,faie band to it Lords. 

War . Why therforc Warwick? came to find you out. 
And tberfore comes my brother Montague. 

* Attend me Lords,the proud infultiug Queene, 

With Clifford and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many mo proud birdcs, 

Haue wrought the cafic melciag King like waxe. 


rorke, *nd Heme thefixt. 

We fwarc confent to your fuccefsion, 

S inrolled in the ParliSment. 

Butnow to London all the crew are gone. 

To frufierate his oath,ot what befides 

So‘v‘t P chc helpe „f^*,ana my felfc, 

Amongthc louing Weltcbmcn enft procure, 

Whv via ToLondon will we march amanc, 

Nere mav he Hue to fee a lunftiine day, 

2, , ( 2 rctirc when Warwick? bids him flay. 

T Ecbfr- Lord Warwick fin thy * oU j^ cr w* 11 1 leanc » 

And when thou faint’ft.muft Edward tall? 

W fra?.Ko longer Earle of March, but Duke of2V% 

The next degree is England sroy all King: 

And King ot England lhak thou be proclaimde. 

In euerie Burrough as we pafle along: 

And he thatcafts not vp his cappe for my. 

Shall for th’offence make forfeit ofhis head. 

Kino- £dwaret,vn\ient Q(ichard,tEkIontagut, 

Stay 3 we no longer dreaming of renownc. 

But forward to effeft thele refolutions. 

Enter a Meptiger. 

Mef.ThtDvkc of 7fyrfol{e lends you word by me. 

The Queene is comming with a puiflant power, 

And craucs your company for Ipeedy counccll. 

Vrar. Why then it forts braue Lords, Lets march away. • 

Exeunt Games* 
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